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The fire's new raked, and hearth swept clean By Madge, the dirty kitchen-quean, The safe is locked, the mouse-trap set, The leaven laid, and bucking wet.
Now in false floors and roofs above, The lustful cats make ill-tuned love, The ban-dog on the dunghill lies, And watchful nurse sings lullabies.
Philomel chants it whilst she bleeds, The bittern booms it in the reeds, And Reynard entering the back yard, The Gapitolian cry is heard.
The goblin now the fool alarms, Hags meet to mumble o'er their charms; The night-mare rides the dreaming ass, And fairies trip it on the grass.
The drunkard now supinely snores, His load of ale sweats through his pores, Yet when he wakes the swine shall find A crapula remains behind.
The sober now and chaste are blest With sweet, and with refreshing rest, And to sound sleeps they've best pretence, Have greatest share of innocence.
We should so live then that we may Fearless put off our clouts and clay, And travel through death's shades to light; For every day must have its night.44                         CHARLES    COTTON             1630-1687
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